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Mountains were those of them who could not keep
up.
The train carried us to Tarsus, and far out we could
see the sea and on the horizon smoke that they told us
was that of a British battleship. We were raced over
the Taurus Mountains by Germans in motor-lorries and
entrained at Bozanti. We travelled by train across
Anatolia to the junction of Eski-Shehir, Packed tight
into carriages we were unable to sleep. Never before
had I realized that the lack of sleep could hurt as vividly
as a blow. We came at last to the town of Angora, far
back in the Anatolian plateau, and from there, with our
belongings in country carts, we marched through the
wild mountains of the country, through pine forests
and through little villages in long green valleys set
between bare hills, and so by this steep mountain road
we came at last to Kustamouni, which lies close beside
the Black Sea.